104                        DRAMATIC POEMS.
And thank thy bitterest foe, that, having lost All things but life, thou lose not life as well.
Polyphonies* What mad bewilderment of grief is this ?
Merope. Thou art bewilder'd; the sane head is mine.
Polyphonies. I pity thee, and wish thee calmer mind.
Merope. Pity thyself; none needs compassion more.
Polyphonies. Yet; oh ! could'st thou but act as reason bids!
Merope. And in my turn I wish the same for thee.
Polyphonies. All I could do to soothe thee has been tried.
Merope. For that, in this my warning, thou art paid.